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1910 if it were complied with, he would accept the result and, if need be
^e exercise the Royal prerogative to give effect to it; and that no
doubt was what Asquith had in mind when he spoke of "such
conditions as will secure that in the new Parliament the judgment
of the people as expressed in the election will be carried into law."
It may be added that the possibilities of a Referendum were
exhaustively discussed with the Opposition leaders at the Con-
f stitutional Conference in the summer and autumn of this year, with
the result that Asquith was strengthened in his own very decided
preference for a General Election as the proper method of consulting
the people.
The 1909 Budget having at last been disposed of, the House of
Commons took a short holiday, and Asquith put care behind him
and went off on a cruise in the Admiralty Yacht Enchantress with
his friend, Mr. McKenna, the First Lord. His letters to his wife
speak of his pleasure and relief:
Asquith to his Wife.
May 1, 1910. We are well through the Bay of Biscay, and in sight of
the Portuguese coast, and have just finished Morning Service in the open
air on deck, Ernest McKenna leading the hymns, in the absence of any
other instrument, with cool courage and gusto.
It is impossible to exaggerate the beauty of the sea. We have had
blue sky and bright sun since we left Portsmouth on Friday morning.
The sea has been roughish most of the way, deep purple in colour with
lots of white horses. I have distinguished myself greatly in contrast with
the professional seamen by my excellence as a sailor. Out of our whole
party only two appeared at the dinner table on Friday night—the
Captain and myself; all the McKennas, Admiral Jellicoe, Capt. Troubridge
being laid low. The Enchantress, though a model of comfort, is not
really a good sea-going vessel; she pitches tremendously on small
provocation. I have not felt a qualm and am very well situated in
Jellicoe'fc old quarters.
May 3, The great pleasure and relief of a trip like this is that we get
no news, and one day passes exactly like another. One can always be
alone if one pleases. It is quite a peaceful party—even Montagu, whom
we shall unship at Cadiz for a bird-nesting expedition, is fairly equable.
May 4. I am writing this at sea between Lisbon and Cadiz, where it
will be posted this afternoon. We got to Lisbon on Sunday evening after
a wonderful voyage. . « . After lunching at the Legation we went to
the Palace to see the King and the Queen-Mother, to whom Pamela and
Barbara1 were presented; and in the evening McKenna and I went again
to the Palace to dinner with the King and a lot of Portuguese so-called
1 Mrs. Reginald McKenna and her sister.

